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Late night 
no te a 
no stars 
weary me 
cold out 

ice on the sidewalks 
winter is here 
breathing its very soul 
upon us 

no te a 

just a few cigarettes left 
no beer 

that was just bringing on 
the hurt again 

late night 

not really much to do 
no moon 

no constellations 
no pulsars getting through 


the stars could be lost 
I just can't tell 

clouded skies 
obscured skies 

angels up above 
in radiance 
some whe re 
I am told 
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All the news anymore 
is dizzying 
it could make you mad 
so much bitterness 
so many bitter people 
so many people 
want the 1950's back 
but I don't think 
that's going to happen 


I shouldn't even 
check out the news 
but I always do 
I get bored 

it's usually the same old stuff 

some real shady characters 

at work in the world 

something just seems different now 

it doesn't seem 

like the 1950's anymore 

I don't think they're coming back 

that's a bitter pill to swallow for some 

I've adjusted to it fairly well 

I wasn't even alive back then 

I can't say 

I understand it myself 
days go by 

they get confined to the past 
memories fade 

the grass grows green.or not 

the birds sing 

the planes take off 

the oil tankers go to sea 

the stars remain infinite 

the galaxy drifts through space 

maybe the whole universe 

is a hologram 

maybe dark matter controls everything 

even the Federal Reserve 

maybe the conservative news reporters 

report conservative news 

maybe Delta Blues is thriving 

in every city now 

maybe in Chicago 




maybe all of the satellites 
will stay in orbit 
or maybe a few now and again 
will fall into the sea 
like metallic shooting stars 
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The hour 
is sunken 
in moon dust 

what can a man do? 
beer is a temptation 
but there's none here 

it's already late 
should I set sail 
for the liquor store? 

it's probably 
not a good idea 
tomorrow 

I'd be hating life 

moon dust 
has that crazy 
effect on me 

makes me impatient 
makes me impatient 
to just block out 
the world 
and just bask 
in the source 
of moonlight 
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ITight of 
night of 
night of 
night of 


voice s 
lies 
myste r y 

little surprise 


whoe 

ve r 

the y 

are 

and 

I me 

an 


whoe 

ve r 

"the y 

" are 

just 

run 

.ni ng 

wi th 

the 

same 

old 

routine s 

toni 

ght 



toni 

ght 




jabbing me 
through my chair 


voices hitting me 
with the lies again 
these specters of the air 

a whole realm surrounding us 
and tonight 

I've got one of its brute squads 
in my living room 

the veil has gotten 
real thin here tonight 
appare ntly 
it doesn't make 

getting a good night of sleep 
any easier 
the voices 

tend to talk all night 

until I'm out 

and in the morning 



they start right hack up again 

it's a repetitive cycle 
and a real 

son of a hitch one at that 


try to avoid oppression if you can 
it should he easy enough to avoid 
just don't get fooled 
hy the smoke and mirrors 
just avoid 

now it's getting to he 
late at night 
and the voices 
are becoming louder 
than they usually are 

like I said 
it doesn't make 

getting a good night of sleep 
any easier 
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corn cob pipe 
in the night 
of Medusa's return 

fill your mind 
with ethereal 
sparks of radiance 

stand under the streetlight 
fill your soul 
let all that 
electric light in 

be lie ve 

in no cause 

but the first cause 
which is 

completely unknown 

all reminds me 
of a clam shell 
at times 
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Another late one 
another night 

full of spiritual intrusions 
another reminder 
that it's all so real 


so what do you do now 
when it's reaffirmed 
that "they" are very real 

well it happened 
quite a few times 
here to me tonight 
it all got reaffirmed 


and you're just left hear 
wondering how it got 
to all this 

and you don't want 
to say anymore 
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The spirit attachment voices 
are on my case again 
tonight 

whispery disturbers 

all around me 

I sometimes wonder 

if they're some kind 

of invisible empire 

of pissed off fairies 

they were just 

giving me that impression 

tonight 

but who knows? 

tomorrow it might be 

something else 

they're talking 

all around me now 

even though 

I'm trying to wind the evening 

down and call it a day 

they were telling me 

something earlier 

but I already forget 

what it was 

it's not like 

it was some 

eloquent soliloquy 

of inspiring truthfulness 

it was more along the lines 

of some nonsensical racket 
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It's often 

not a great night 

when some 

disembodied voices 
keep speaking to you 
in your own home 
when the chair 
you're sitting in 
starts to wobble 
and shake on its own 
when orbs 

and flashes of light 

appear right in front of you 

no, not one of 

the great nights I'd say 

it's like being under siege 

from who knows what 

and when I feel tired enough 

I'm going to sneak out 

down a secret passage 

and into a dream 

having escaped 

that crazy shit 

at least for now 
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Re ce ntly 

on the internet 

I met another guy 

who seemed like 

he was being haunted to 

but he always thought 

that this 

was "making an assumption" 
and if making assumptions 
about other people's assumptions 
works for him 
and helps him along 

well.then more power to him 

we each have to find and use 
what works for each of us 
but on the other hand 
a haunting is a haunting 
what the hell do demons care 
what we assume or don't assume? 
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Some days 

the fake news 

just seems 

to suck me in 

even though 

I seldom read or watch 

for very long 

maybe it's just the headlines 
or maybe I'm just paranoid 
of Russian troll farms 
or obviously fake 
social media profiles 

where can that be 
all traced back to? 

Maybe I'm just suspicious 

when I hear about 

drab but mysterious 

hi g h 1 y e q ui p pe d 

"office buildings" 

down town 

in big cities 

further East 

than I'd want to imagine 

often with bland fake names 

like the Office of Information 

they can call a troll farm 

anything these days 

and more to the point 

I often get 

the existential blues 

because I remember life 

before the troll farms 

but those days are gone 

and now fake days abound 

*** 
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I never heard a symphony 
from up in the clouds 
though I've been told 
about it happening 

just heard 
me tallic 
saw blade 
e e ri1y distorted 
voice s 

raining down 
like a shower 
of caltrops 

In the event 

of this kind of occurrence 
I recommend 

avoiding the main roads 
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Peeling tired 
after audio blitz 
have to wake up 
early tomorrow 

and drag 

myself off to work 

the re. 

down the hallway 
the flower 
in the flower pot 
is dying 

I did what I could 
but now it's winter 
cold 

and the flower is old 

and I'm old now 
and dragging myself 
off to work now 
early 

is a drag of a routine 

I'd rather 
take my time 
drinking coffee 
and smoking cigarettes 
on my balcony 

but the Machine 
doesn't always work 
the way we want it 

the Machine 
is not something 
that you can tell 
your problems to 


the Machine 
won't listen 




the Machine is cold 
cr ue 1 
and is so 
because it is 
a machine 

it has no feelings 
except perhaps 
when profit 
is to be had 

maybe the Machine 
is Moloch 
fooling us again 
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It felt 

like the Olympians 
were really 
pissed off at me 
this morning 
blowing freezing cold 
wind in my face 
did they think 
that I was being 
too disrespectful? 
too defiant? 

too mocking of their position 
in the order of things? 
these are not things 
that I set about 
doing knowingly 

sure. 

there might be 

some mockery here and there 

but that's just me 

being a smart ass 

but I guess they're 

having none of it 

and now 

they seem to want 
to turn me into 
a frozen pillar 
of a man who was just 
a fool 

*** 
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Some time s 

I write about the voices 
because I hear the voices 

it's like 
the voices 

have been assigned to me 
for something I did 
(no doubts there for me) 

to be 

heckler-fascist 
pains in the ass 

and this makes life 

a bi t 

surreal 

strange 

and frustrating at times 

because I know 

they are real 

but most of society 

doesn't know 

they are real 

so who has the wool 

over whose's eyes 

I'm hearing "them" 
in the background now 


bastards 
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There's often that experience 

that shit experience 

when I realize 

the voices are real 

not delusions 

not illusions 

there's real 

nazi astral prick bastards 

non-stop talking 

sadist fiends 

all over this planet 

unseen and unheard 

to all but a few 

I often seek to be 

oblivious to all this 

to wipe it from my mind 

but those shit moments 

of realization 

are some heavy shit 

to deal with 

but it passes 

and then comes back 

a surreal cycle 

in the sleeping world 




1/19 



